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tears; "how goes on the opera*? I heard through
the door the orchestra tuning for the prelude."

Elsley looked up in his face with a puzzled piteous
expression.

" Do you know, Thurnall, I fancy at moments that
my mind is not what it was. Fancies flit from me as
quickly as they come. I had twenty verses five
minutes ago, and now I cannot recollect one."

"No wonder," thought Tom to himself. "My
dear fellow, recollect all that you have suffered with
this neuralgia. Believe me all you want is animal
strength. Chops and porter will "bring all the verses
back, or better ones instead of them."

He tried to make Elsley eat; and Elsley tried
himself: but failed. The moment the meat touched
his lips he loathed it, and only courtesy prevented
his leaving the room to escape the smell. The
laudanum had done its work upon his digestion. He
tried the porter, and drank a little: then, suddenly
stopping, he pulled out a phial, dropped a heavy dose
of his poison into the porter, and tossed it off.

"Sold am IV said Tom to himself. "He must
have hidden the bottle as he came out of the room
with me. Oh, the cunning of those opium-eaters?
However, it will keep him quiet just now, and to
Eaton Square I must go."

"You had better be quiet now, my dear fellow,
after your dose ; talking will only excite you. Settle
yourself on my bed, and I'll be back in an hour."

So he put Elsley on his bed, carefully removing